As he'd been taught, to kneel down there and say
Ave Maria, ere he went his way.

Thus had this widow her small son well taught
Our Blessed Lady, Jesus' Mother dear,
To worship always, and he ne'er forgot,
For simple child learns easily and clear;
But ever, when I muse on matters here,
Saint Nicholas stands aye in my presence,
For he, when young, did do Christ reverence.

This little child, his little lesson learning,

Sat at his primer in the school, and there,

While boys were taught the antiphons, kept turning,

And heard the Alma redemptoris fair,

And drew as near as ever he did dare,

Marking the words, remembering every note,

Until the first verse he could sing by rote.

He knew not what this Latin meant to say,

Being so young and of such tender age,

But once a young school-comrade did he pray

To expound to him the song in his language,

Or tell him why the song was in usage;

Asking the boy the meaning of the song,

On his bare knees he begged him well and long.

His fellow was an older lad than he,

And answered thus: "This song, as I've heard say,

Was made to praise Our Blessed Lady free,

Her to salute and ever Her to pray

To be our help when comes our dying day.

I can expound to you only so far;

I've learned the song; I know but small grammar/*

"And is this song made in all reverence
Of Jesus' Mother?" asked this innocent;
"Now truly I will work with diligence.
To learn it all ere Christmas sacrament,
Though for my primer I take punishment
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